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you may generally find a well in the midst, the house-
holder and his family spend the hot summer days, living,
and sleeping for the siesta, in the cool shadows or even
under the trees that sometimes grow there, An awning
is, in the hottest months, stretched over this court, and all
around are set chairs and couches and carpets, brought
out of the house into the coolness of the open air and the
shade. Everywhere out of this court doors open into
the house, while in some of the finest palaces a fountain
plays sweetly through the hours.
And since the Moors taught so much wisdom and
civilisation to their enemies, it is not altogether with
surprise that we find them ready to make beautiful those
Christian chuches where, so soon after, they were to be
denounced. The tower of S. Roman, for instance, like
that of S. Tom6 and many others, is Moorish work,
so lovely, so radiant, that nothing we may find later in
the cathedral, however beautiful it may be, comes to
us so fittingly, as it were, so precisely. We seem to
discern just there a kind of eloquence that makes even
the simplest Gothic work appear far-fetched, unnatural,
rhetorical. Those numberless pinnacles pointing up-
wards seem always a little ungrateful for the sun, a
little eager to insist upon that country where they need
no sun, as though any one could remember that without
sadness! And, indeed, in the south, it seems to me at
least, that the Gothic is always unsatisfying. It needs
the clouds and the sad-coloured days of the north to
reconcile us with anything but earth. And so, while in
a sense the cathedral is the glory of Toledo, being,
indeed, the chief work of art within its walls, it is really
a great northern building, a little artificial here in the
south, though beautiful too, with something of the
strangeness that seems to accompany all beautiful things,
informing them with a sort of surprise. And here, at any